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NURSE MARY’'S
TEMPTATION

[C np) rlg'lll lﬂ“l b}' J. hlncllren Cobban.]

By J. MACLAREN COBBAN. '
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The young man had been run over in the
gnd Le was brought to the hos-
tal on a police-stretcher, Swiftly he was
then carried by the hespitze]l attendants
glong the echoing, fNagged corricor, and
flizht after flight of stone stalrs., As
went they encountered many silent
fizures—it was the time of changing
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iater Barnabas ward was
silent dark for the light of the
fire and of a shaded lamp, by which, within
a screen, the night nurse was conning her
lst of night dutles. The evenlng was just
begun out of doors—shop fronts were still
flaring, taverns were becoming noisy,
brilliantly
pgettled
and

and

and
-lit theaters and music halls had
down {n business—but here night
darkness had long set in. Indeed, in
these beds of languishing which stretched
away dowa cither side of the ward night
was scarcely to be distingulshed from day,

for the sunlight and the occaslional
itement of the dootor's visit. And many
t}.l re were who cried to themselves in the
morning, ‘““Would God it were evening!"
and in the evening, “Would God it were
morning!”” But there was yet this other

that disease and doctor, fear
gossip and grumbling, newspaper
and Bible and tract, were 2!l forgotten In
the night, for time at least, and
nature's kind restorer, sieep, went softly
round among the beds and soothed the
weary spirts Into peace.

While sleep and darkness thus reigned,
there entered into the ward a tall young
man. He was falr and good-looking, and
he had a brisk and cheerful countenance.
He was a doctor; but he was not there at
the moment officially. He had been house
gurgeon, but his dutles as such had ended
several days before, and he was In process
ot bidding a lingering adieu to the hispital
before he departed as an army surgeon to
India. He walked up the familiar way be-
tween the beds till he reached the screen
and the shaded lamp. He was behind the
night nurse. He surveyed her a momeat
—and she was certainly very agreeable to
look upon—and then he bent over her chalr
and put his lips to her ear.

“Oh, how you startied me!™
cialmed in a low, soft voice,

That eould hardly be true; for his steps
had been quite audible, and she showe
gign of alarm, but rather a smile of pleas-
ure. The fib may be forgiven her, however,
for she was plainly in love; she put up
her hand and had it clasped in his, and
let it remain so.

Vhat's doing, dear?’ sald he. *""Are you
going to have a comfy night?” and he bent
hiz head with his cheek agalnst hers, to
look at her list of duties—medicines to be
given and poultices applied at certaln reg-
uplar intervals to some patients, and nour-
fshment to be given to others, and number
so-and-so to be assiduously watched, etc,

“It'1l be a pretty hard night, Jack,” she
answered. “A terrible accldent was
brought in an hour ago and operated on;
a yvoung man; a gentleman, evidently.”

“What has happened?’ he asked.

She described as learnedly as a doctor
the horrible ition of the young man,
who had beer run over: but you would not
understand her words if I set them down.
Jack Urquhart was her lover, but he was
first of all a surgeon, profoundly interest-
ed in hia profession. When he heard of
the acecident deseribed he was erect and at-
tentive.

“1 shonld like to see him,” he sald.

“you shall,” she replied.

] rose. and together they stepped to

which was still surrounded by a

and which was close at hand. He
red on the electric light fixed at the
of the bed, shading it with his hand
thie face of the patient. The young
emed asleep; at any ratae the chlo-
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lessness in her t! leaned behind Mr.
Crquhart and 1 off the light.
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tell me.™
took him by the
]'ll"i‘-..'.l""
down
4 mome

“and

She
b vk
They

arm and led him
of her own screen.
logether and sat quite
gilent for nt In the 2rn.x'_. breath-
ing hush of sickness g 111 ered about them.
At first Jack Urquhart was \.Lgue and won-
dering.

“I ean’t think,” he murmured, *“what
Cecll can have been doing down here.” (The
hospital is In a poor and remote part of
London,) “He can't have been coming to
look for me, because he can't have known
I am here. 1 haven't seen him for years,
aud I should have thought he was too great
a swell ever to have left the West End."

“But tell me, Jack,” sald shs, “tell me
who he is exactly. I don’t remember. Has
he the same name as vou?"

“Yes," he answered. “Urquhart.
nephews of the same uncle,”
A smile.

“Old S8ir Richard, that you've told me
sbhout? she queried.

“The same,” be answered—'the absurdly
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have nothing—except, perhaps, enough to
buy a mourning ring for my dear, departed
uncle—and he muast depart very soon.”

“It seems very silly,” sald she, “that a
month should make such a difference be-
tween you! Property,” she added, very
resolutely, “should be equally divided.”

“Ah,” he laughed softly, “you're a little
Soclalist, Mary. Unfortunately, Sir Rich-
ard even can't help himself in the matter.
The Urquhart: property is what lawyers
call entalled; it must go to the nearest
male heir. That could only be altered with
lhg consent of the heir; and Cecll {8 not
likely to alter, or to agree to altering, an
arrangement which makes him all right.”

“And you all wrong,” exclaimed Mary,
with indignation.

“Yes,"” ethoed Jack, carelessly, “and me
all wrong. Never mind, love,” he added,
giving her a tender embrace, “we'll live
to pnt in all right. Wait till I'm a swell
surgeon in Brook street or Harley street,
commanding feez of a hundred or a thou-
sand pounds.™

“Meantime, when you come back from
India,"”” sald Mary, “vou’'ll have to settle
down as a general practitioner with half-
crown fees, medicine included."”

“Oh, Mary,” he protested, as if hurt.
“There seems to be a want of confidence
abroad in my ability.™

“No, Jack, my dearest,” said Mary, with
a strong, thrilling note of feeling in her
voice, “But you know well enough it's
not abllity that gets you on. Don't I re-
member my own poor dear father, worked
to death as a general practitioner in a poor
neighborhood? He would never take money
from the poor, and they thronged to him
and prayed for blessings on his head; but
that did not find us in bread and butter.”

“Your father, Mary, was the dearest old
boy in the world,” said Jac'k, “and you
are the dearest girl.”

“Of ecoursze I am,” sald she with a smile,
“or I should have nothing to say to such
a dear old idiot as Jack Urquhart is.”

“Wait till T am Sir John Urquhart, sur-
geon-in-ordinary to her Majesty, and youn
are Lady Urquhart; then you won't call
me an c'd idiot.”

“T said ‘dear old idlot,’ " she corrected,
taking his head between her hands and
kissing the tip of his nose. ‘““Now be good.”

“By the way,” said he, when he had in-
sisted on embracing her again, “‘Cecll used
to be thought to have rather a shaky heart.
How did he take the chloroform?"

“He took: it all right,” she answered.
“But you know Mr. Golding (the operat-
ing surgeon) is always most careful. He
discovered the weaknes=z of the heart, and
I have to give injections of ether every
half-hour to keep it at work. I had just
given one before you came.”

“Poor chap!” murmured Jack, thought-
fully. *I hope he'll pull through!” Mary
sald nothing, but she eageriy scrutinized
kis downeast face. *““Well,” saild he, be-
stirring himsclf, “I must be going. But
1 won't be able to sleep for thinking of
him. You'll let me come back in two or
three hours to see how he is getting on?"
“If you like,” she made ansWer,

11,

A few seconds thereafter nurse Mary Lin-
ton sat alone in the shade of her lamp
behind her screen. She was gazing into va-
caney, her cheek on her hand, and she was
thinking wildly. It has been wisely said
that love, which to a man is but an episode
or at best a part of his life, is a woman's
whole existence. Mary Linton belleved that
Jack Urquhart loved her; but there could
be no doubt that his profession counted
with him before his love. He was a dear
fellow—tha dearest in the world—and she
trusted him implicitly; but he was going
aff to India to practice his profession under
the most difficult circumstances, exposed
to the greatest dangers and with the barest
prospect of bettering his condition. He
would elther desire her to go out there to
marry him or he€ would come home as poor
as when he went away in all but experi-
ence, to set up as a general practitioner
with a house and a wife in some busy,
humble neighborhood. She knew that In
either case she could not—she would not—
refuse him.

But. oh! she feared the life she knew she
must lead. Was she not the daughter of a
general practitioner? And did she not re-
member how fierce, how bitter, how heart-
breaking had been the struggle to maintain
the necessary show of respectability—to get
food and clothing and education for a farc-
ily? Had she not., moreover, sisters and
brothers younger than herself whom she
had always dreamed of helping generously?
And how could she do that as the wife of
a struggling general practitioner? The ifron
of poverty had entered into Mary Linton's
warm heart and made her bitterly prac-
tical.

She took her hand from her cheek, sat
erect and considered another view. Jack
was a very clever surgeon. If he had money
he could afford to =tart as a specialist with
a house in Brook street or Harley street.
He could afford to wait for patients—pa-
tients who could pay big fees—and still
maintain his connection with the hospital
to keep his hand in and continue learning,
for either surgeon or physiclan, to continue
expert, must continue to learn whilst he
continues to practise. Then, without any
screwing or pinching, she could help both
sisters and brothers. .

And why was Jack Urquhart not wealthy?
For the most foolish littla reasom in the
wor.d. Another person was less than a
month older than he—a person who ap-
parently had lived in sloth, luxury and dis-
sipation, who was of no use to anybody,
and whose life now lay trembling in the
balance. And the balance in her hand!
Mr. Golding, the operating surgeon, had ex-
pressed a fear that he could not live
through the night if his heart was not
kept steadily beating with injections of
ether., She had not told Jack that. Why
had she not told Jack that?

Yes, the balance of Cecll Urquhart's life
was in her hand! And her heart began to
beat wildly, furiously, with the thought,
the possibility, that hammered in her brain.
The balance was in her hand, and she could
tilt it this way or that—towards life or
towards death. And all she need do was—
nothing. To refrain from doing anything!
If she kept away from the bed with the
screen about it—that was all, and none need
be any the wiser.

She started to her feet, with her night
list in her hand. Number five was set down
for a poultice every two hours; number
ten for an egg beaten In milk every three,
and that had to be carefully poured into
his mouth, because an operatiorn had been
performed on his tongue; and so forth,and
=0 on. pln m M
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softly, tucking the bedclothes about him.
“Now go to sleep again.”

“Thank you, nnurse,” six murmured.
“You are kind."

Thus she went from one bed to another
of those who were set down for medicine,
Then she turned to her heavier, more dis-
agreeable duties, and, had you seen her en-
gaged on them you would have said that
never surely could there be a more capable,
more calm or more resolute nurse than
she. As her person was instinct with grace
and gentleness, so her every action was
marked with the ease and certainty of
kEnowledge; her every movement was un-
hesitatingly, unhasting, swift and sure.

Yet she scracely knew what she did. Her
nerves were thrilling with excitement and
her heart was besieged with a nameless
horror. As she moved about among the
beds she secemed for the.time to give all
her attention to each, but she was awara
all the while of only one—the one she never
approached, the one secluded by a screen,
where a man lay, pale and motionless, his
life feebly, feebly fluttering, panting, strug-
gling like a weak, wounded nestling in the
hand, and that hand hers.

Her round of duties accomplished for the
occasion, she sat down again at her table

behind the scrcen. She had a book, and
she loved to read, but the page was blurred
with a picture of a bed with a screen about
it. Was the man dead? There on the table
before her were the ether and the little
hypodermiec syringe which she should have
u=ed. They accused her of neglect of duty,
of crime! She opened the bottle and
poured a little of the ether away. And
then she suddenly recognized what was
the horror that possessed her heart: it was
horror of herself! Her better, her true
self seemed to become detached from her,
to stand aloof and to view her with loath-
ing!

“It is for Jack's sake!" she protested to
herself. “For my poor brothers’ and sis-
ters’ sakes!”

But her better self was not to be thus
quieted. And the hours were so long and
silent and dark. She did not dare to look
at the time lest she should discover how
many half-hour periods she had missed:
but she felt certain she ought to be think-
Ing agaln of her poultices and other things.
And her heart swelled up with compassion
and pity for the helpless patients around
her, in revulsion from the wrong she was
doing to the one behind the screen.

“Poor, poor creatures!” she murmured.
“We are all poor creatures!” And tears
filled her eyes,

She had risen from her table and was
approaching the fire to begin her poultic2
making when she saw the door qf the ward
softly open and admit a tall filgure. Her
heart stood still and froze with terror.
Who was the visitor? Was it some one
come to discover, nol what she had done,
but what she had omitted to do? The
figure—a man's--had come quite near be-
fore she discovered that it was Jack Ur-
quhart’s.

“Why,” she exclaimed,
near morning yvet?"’

“Near morning? No!"
“Why should you think it was?"
looked at her closely.

“Because you =ail
when it was near morning.
it, then?" she asked.

“Don‘t you know?" sald he. “I haven't
been gone much more than half an hour
from you."

She gazed at him an instant in bewil-
derment. Then, as in helpless surrsnder,
she set down the pan in which she pre-
pared poultices.

“Why,"” she sald,
of things once, and 1 was
them again!™
i “Something has upset you, my dear
Mary,” said he. *“You are not yourself.
Come and sit cown."”

When he had led her back to her table
behind the screen, she asked, “What has
brought you back so soon?"

“Well," he answered, “I don't quite
know. I couldn't keep from thinking of
Cecil, poor chap. It worries me He's
very low, and it would never do for him
to> die here, in our hands. How is he?"

She looked at him with terror In her face;
but she answered truthfully, as If he were
a judge:

“I don't know!"

Then he looked very serious, and the
rudiness of his cheek changed to gray-
ness before her eagerly watching eyes.
She knew that Jack TUrquhart had had
very lofty and scrupulous views of duty,
and she feared him at that moment. He
sald nothing for an instant, but he laid a
firm hand on her kneé, while he faintly
gniffed the air that was strong with ether.

“You've spilt some ether, Mary,"” said
he. softly; "it must have got to your head,
and you've forgotten to give him his In-
jection.”™

She made no answer, but she watched
him take the bottle of ether and the hypo-
dermic syringe and depart. She sat quite
still, In shame and wretchedness. When
he returned, her eyes were wet and her
bhands were folded in her lap.

“Is he all right?" she asked, giving volce
to her agony of distress.

‘““Yes,”” he said, seriously and softly, “I
think he 1s.”

“Oh, Jack, Jack,” she whispered, “I am
so glad—so glad!” And she laid her agms
on the table, and her face on her arms,
and sobbed.

“'Sh! 'sh, Mary!" he murmured, laying
kis hand on her hair and stroking it softly.
“You've upset yourself terribly, my dear.
Shall 1 find the matron and tell her that
you don’t feel fit to go through the night?"

“Oh, no, no, Jack!" she answered, reso-
lutely, seeking to recover herself. “Let
me stay—please Jet me stay! I'll be all
right presently! But I must tell you, dear
-1 must—what an awful creature I've been!
I did not want him to live, and I wanted
you to be rich!” d

“Don't, my sweetheart, say any more
atout it!"” sald Jack, “I perfectly under-
stand. Something told me that that sort
of thing had entered your dear head. But,
Mary, my love, the only riches I want is
you; and we want Cecil to live—don’'t we?
And we'll do all we can to make him live.”

“Oh, yes, Jack—yes!" she answered. “Oh,
my dear, my dear; how much better than
me you are! And how good you are to me!
You don't hate me, do yeu? You don't
lcathe me?” 8

“My own sweetheart! My darling!" he
protested with warmth. “Hate you for
half-an-hour’s mad thought?"

“But I meant him to die!” said she. “Is
not that as bad as if I killed him?"*

“I hope not!"” said he. “And now we must
do our very best to keep him going and get
him well.”” He paused: and then he said
very seriousiy—he had no thought of being
eloquent, but he spoke from his heart—*1
think that our profession Is the noblest and
finest in the world: and I would not ex-

“it surely is not

he answered.
And he

vou would come back
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“f dom't care It we are, Jack* she an-
swered; “1 don't care if we are!”

There was the sound of an opening door.
It was the house surgeon on his night
round. Jack started forward to meet him.

“I have discovered that the accident that
was brought in to-night and that Golding
operated on is my cousin."

“Your cousin?”

“He's very low—needs constant attention
—and-I want to stay by him; there's no of-
ficial objection, is there?”

“None at all, old chap, that I kaow of,”
faild the house surgeon.

Jack remained there al! the night and de-
voted himself assiduously to keeping the
flame of his cousin’s life alight; and by
morning the dnuger of its extinetion was
past. .-

When he sat down to breakfast, in a
pleasant sense of triumph, he took up the
morning newspaper. It was not his habit
to turn first to the births, marriages and
deaths columns, but that morning he did.
This caught bis eye—

“Urquhlart—On the —th Inst., at the Rook-
ery, Brighton, Sir Richard Urquhart, Bart.,
of Laidlaw Hull, Northampton, in his sev-
eniy-eighth year.”

So Jack's cousin was now Sir Cecil Urqu-
hart, and he himself—Jack Urquhart—was
now the heir, the next in succession! Was
it to find him out and to tell him these
things that Cecil had been in the neigh-
borhood of the hospital the evening before?

It wae. That Jack learned from his cous-
in as soon as he was able to converse.

“And I've had a very narrow squeak,"”
sald Sir Cecil, “haven’t I?"

“A very narrow squeak, Indeed!” an-
swered Jack. “And if it hadn't been for
the nurse over there—well, you'd not be
talging to me now.”

“I am exceedingly Indebted to her,” said
Sir Cecil, with deep feeling. “She looks
very nice and very pretty,” he added, with
the casual interest of an invalid.

“She is,” said Jack, with interest.
is going to be my wife."

“Oh?"

“I'Il introduce you presently. I've got
an appointment in Indla, and we are going
out together.”

“What?"' complained S8ir Cecil. “Going
away as soon as I've found you? Why
don’'t you set up as a aurgeon in the West
End?”

“I can’'t afford to,” answered Jack, frank-
lyv. *“To do that needs money; and 1 have
none."

“But I have,” sald Sir Cecil at once,
“and I owe you a great deal. Look here,
Jack. I'll confess I've been a selfish,
thoughtless beggar. It never occurred to
me that you were grinding along without
any coin while I was playing at ducks and
drakes. Now that I've come into the
property, you are the heir, of course.”

“You'll marry,” sald Jack: “and there’ll
be an heir to displace me very soon.”

“I don't intend to marry! A sinner like
me marry? Never! But, in any case, I
mean to settle an income on you, Jack.
Do vou think you could set up in a small
house somewhere in the West, and start
a good practice on £2,000 a year?

“Rather!” answered Jack. ‘“‘Oh, here she
is!” he explained, as Mary came down the
ward and was about to pass with a glance
and a smiie, He stepped out, and brought
her forward. *“Miss Linton,"” said he, *“I
want you to know my cousin Ceclil.”

And Sir Cecil smiled with pleasure on
Nurse Mary—while Mary looked gravely
and with beating heart at the man whom
in a dark, mad moment she had abandoned
to death.

“She

THE LITERARY LABORER,

He Saves His Strength When He
Avoids a Winter Climate.

From Maurice Thompson's “My Winter

Garden."”

But all play and no work would be too
great a stress of luxury, even in the low
country. 1 have found literary labor far
more easy and satisfactory here than in a
higher latitude. By shifting my home so
as to be throughout the year virtualiy
within the periphery of summer I am able
to have, almost every day, my full meas-
ure of outdoor exercise and free access to
the solitude of wild nature, To the seden-
tary craftsman this means a great deal, in
both recreation of mind and refreshment of
body. What is food for one may be poison
for another; but there Is a general rule, a
law of biology, which cannot be dodged by
any of us—the law known to the fowls of
the air and the beasts of the field—namely,
that life depends upon waste and renewal.
Ho who labors with the braln wastes vital-
ity without stint; he sows with the sack,
and he must renew his fund of energy just
as generously and frequently as he gives it
out. This he cannot do in a4 boreal climate,
Bitter cold weather is mightily stimulating
to him who habitnally lives out in it, but
the desk man, the sedentary artist, must
work in a2 warm alr. During our Northern
winter our libraries and studios are neces-
sarily superheated: therefore, when we go
forth from their atmosphere directly into
air forty degrees below freezing tempera-
ture, the change is too sudden and extreme
for recreational effect. Nor can any degree
of precaution reduce the risk to the line of
safety. Nature has not built us for such
violent strains upon our most delicate or-
gans—the eyes, ears, nose, throat, bronchial
tubes and lungs. Not only does the atro-
clous cold Immediately affect those organs
when suddenly applied to them while they
are attemnered to suit a furnace-heated
atmosphere, but it paralyzes every pore
of the skin and thrusts back into the blood
a load of waste tissue,

In my winter garden we have no such
plunges from heat to cold. During the
chilliest weather I write by an open fire,
and when I fling aside the pen for the bow
or the fishing rod the change from the at-
mosphere of the study to the opnen air is
but a sweetly tonic experience, which goes
through my brain like a gust of song. No
swaddling in furs, no grasping, no iecy in-
halations, no numbing feet or fleece-gloved
hands:; we hold our shoulders back and
breathe as if the draught were something
to make one greedy bevond reserve.

Doubtless the Southern summer added to
the Southern winter would enervate us; but
the birds found out eons ago that a swing-
ing life, alternating summer in a high lati-
tude with winter in the warm South, af-
ford the climatic Influences necessary to
perfect health.

—

Prize Eloekh eailn.

Springfield Republican.

The prize blockheads among the census
enumerators are reported from Indianap-
olis, Ind. Among the queries on the blanks
was this: “Length of residence.” Several
enumerators misunderstood the question
and returned such answers as “2 by #.”
‘76 feet,” and the Hke. Albany, N. Y., is
so cut up over the fact that the census
shows a falling off in population that the
local enumerators are being roundly de-
rounced as drunken men and Incompetents,
and a recount is de
-——_
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Doubtless the British army made its en-
trance into the city of Washington at the
terminus of Maryland avenue. This thor-
cughfare connects with the turnpike road
leading from Bladensburg, from which

point it runs direct to the Capitol. The
first act of vandalism (which may have
been justifiable) was the burning of a
hcuse a few squares northeast of the Capi-
tcl, from which a shot was fired that killed
General Ross's horse. It was evidently
aimed (from ambush) at the general him-
gclf. In retallation the house was burned.

Soon after the army reached the Capi-
tol, which was immediately surrounded and
fired into until it became evident that no
enemy was lurking in its corridors or secret
recesses. It was then o>cupied by the
troops, who were flushed with victory and
fired with zeal by the conflagration al-
ready started. Before applying the torch,
however, a deliberative meeting—a genuine
mock congress was organized in the hall
of the House of Representatives by General
Ross, who escorted Admiral Cockburn to
the chair, After the formal organization
was effected the speaker (pro tempore) put
the question: *“Shall this harbor of Yan-
kee democracy be burned? All for it say
aye!” The vote was unanimousl)” In the af-
firmative. Immediately rockets were fired
through the recof, while preparations for
the torch were zealously entered into. The
woodwork of the interior was hastily torn
off and piled in the center of the hall, while
books and valuable papers from the library
of Congress, with pictures and paintings
from the walls, were made to serve as
kindling. From this beginning the whole
interior of the building was soon enveloped
in flames.

The Capitol was lhen left to its fate,
which, fortunately, was favored by a
heavy rainstorm that followed in the early
evening, which had the effect at least to
save from more serious injury the outer
walls of the building. The Executive Man-
sion (White House) was next visited with
destruction, but not until after the rioters
had feasted on the bountiful repast that
had been prepared by the good lady of
that establishment for the officers of the
American army, in anticipation of a vic-
tory at Bladensburg. But when they (the
officers) came they were too much pressed
for time to give atention to social honors
of that character. It is said that in re-
building the Executive Mansion it was
fcund necessary, In-order to brighten up
its smoked and blackened walls, to resort
to white paint; hence the beautiful sou-
briquet, *‘““White House,” that must go
down to posterity as one of the results of
the British invasion and capture of Wash-
ington. =

Between the Capitol and the White
House the vietors halted long enough com-
pletely to destroy the office of the National
Intelligencer, the leading paper of the
c'ty, which, although private property, was
thus severely remembered because of its
champlonship of a vigorous prosecution of
the war. The building itself was only
spared the torch at the earnest entreaty of
citizens whose property immediately ad-
jeined the Intelligencer office and must
inevitably suffer from its burning.

In 1855 the venerable Richard Rush, then
the only survivor of the Madison Cabinet,
and who accompanied his chief and other
gcvernment officials in their hasty retreat
fiom the eity, wrote a friend: “I have in-
deed to this hour the vivid impression
upon my eve of columns of flame and
smoke ascending through the night of the
24th of August (1814) from the Capitol,
President's house and other public edifices,
as the whole were on fire, some burning
sl0wly, others with bursts of flame and
sparks mounting high upon the dark hori-
zon."”

It is creditable to the British govern-
ment and its leading journals to know that
these acts of vandalism were severely cen-
sured at the time and during the years that
have since intervened. It ig true there was
gereral rejoicing over the victory at
Riadensburg, and, indeed, that was only
justice to the valor of the officers and men
who won the signal victory on the field,
but the destruction of our national Capitol
and other buildings devoted to the arts of
peace, was not nor never will be approved
by ecivilized man. The London Statesman,
in an early issue after the true character
of the capture was known to its editorial
gtaff, had the following to say: “Willingly
would we throw a viel of oblivion over our
transactions at Washington. The Cossacks
spared Paris, but we spared not the Cap-
itol of America.” And only recently Mar-
quis de Fontenay is credited with the fol-
lowing concerning one of the desecendants
of the prineipal actor in the capture and
destruction of Washington, In which he,
too, refers with a blush of shame to the
finportant affair:

“Colonel Rossg, of Bladensburg, who has
just been appointed chief commissioner of
the Dublin police force, is the grandson of
that General Ross who defeated the Ameri-
cans at the battle of Bladensburg in 1814,
an exploit which was followed by the cap-
ture of Washington, the public bulldings
of which, comprising the Capitol, the Na-
tional Iibrary, the Executive Mansion, were
destroyed. This act of vandalism has been
condemned by all English historians in
the very strongest terms. General Ross
held Washington for only twenty-four
hours, and was killed a few days later in
a skirmish before Baltimore.

“The British government was more spar-
ing in its distribution of rewards to mili-
tary commanders in those days than in
the present time. Perhaps, too, it felt
ashamed of the Washingion episode. At
any rate, the only reward which the fam-
ily of General Ross obtained, the only
recognition of his services, was the grant
of a royal warrant conferring the right
to thenceforth tack the name of Bladens-
burg on to their patronymiec.”

A brief reference to one of the incidents
of the destruction of Washington may
suffice to end this series of letters: After
burning the bulldings of the government
arsenal at Greenleaf's Point (within the
city) a zealous “firebug” conceived the
idea of burning the “well” into which he
proceeded to cast a flery brand. The well
was “loaded” so his efforts were not in
vain. *It went off'’ and with It much of
the enthusiasm that had been running riot
for some hours before. In the hurry of the
evacuation the well had offered a con-
venient hiding place for a few tons of am-
munition which might have been even more
profitably expended at Bladensburg. it
now came in, however, for its full share
of glory. An immense crater was hastily
formed in the midst of the rollicking van-
dals and many a vallant red-coat “bit
the dust” in the most literal sense of the
expression. The list of casualties was
never fully known, but a score or more
would probably be a conservative estimate.
An officer of the British army who was
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The groans of the people almost buried
in the earth, or with legs and arms broken,
and the sight of pleces of bodies lying
about was a thousand times more dis-
tressing than the loss we met in the field
the day before.” W. H. RAGAN,

MARCHESI'S SINGING LESSONS,

How She Proceeds with a Timid

Young Beginner.

Madame Marchesi, in Harper's Bazar.

1 wiil now give the first singing lesson
and =peak as though a new pupil were be-
fore me

“You are frightened, my dear young lady.
Don't be alarmed; you will get on very
well. Stand upon the platform, please, and
settle irmly on both feet; do not hang your
head, but keep it up natura!l; Hold up
your head, I suy. You stoop too muck; put
your arms behind your back so that the
chest may be free. Now take a breath.
No, not so. That was but a half breath.
You must take a deep breath and not ex-
pel the breath too idly. No, that wil
not do. I will count. While taking breath
I shall count ten, while holding it five,
while slowly expelling it ten. Good, very
good. Now open your mouth. “hy that

inning smile? That glves the wyoix
g che—the white voice, the tone striking
the soft ate. your mouth natural-
ly; the lower jaw must be de as
the upper jaw Is motioniess. . Now
attack the tone by drawing together the
voeal cords; take care that when you at-
tack It no air comes forth; do not strike
the tone so hard. That is an exaggerated
coup de glotte and sounds harsh. Strike
the tone u:;w:h again. Th#o'i; ﬂ‘h:qﬁ Now
let us st e passage one ster
mmunr Try to #ing the last tone of the

register as softly as possible so that
lho iruuwon to the middle reclster be im-
perceptible,

Contagious
Blood Poison

There is no poison so highl
nodcccpuveandlodutrng;!ze. ME
too sure you are cured because al!

signs of the discase have disappeared, and
the doctor says you are well, Many pers
sons have been dosed with and
Potash for months or yecars,

nounced cured — to realize when too
that the disease was only covered

Likke Begets l..-

out again, and to t.hen-mmwnll ,
cation find those nearest and dearest to
them have been infected by this loath-
some disease, for no other is

surcl trmsnutted from parent to
as this. Often a bad case of

life, ior it remains smoldering in the
tem forever, unless treated
driven out in the m &l.t
the only antidote for this

the only remedy known
oomeltanddnveitontdlhu.
it does this so




